VI. ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON1
(1850-1894)

PEN in hand, I pause to think how I can render in
words a faint impression of the most inspiriting, the
most fascinating human being that I have known.

It is nearly a quarter of a century since I first saw
Stevenson. In the autumn of 1870, in company with
a former school fellow, I was in the Hebrides. We had
been wandering in the Long Island, as they name the
outer archipelago, and our steamer, returning, called
at Skye. At the pier of Portree, I think, a company
came on board, ' people of importance in their day/
Edinburgh acquaintances, I suppose, who had acciden-
tally met in Skye on various errands. At all events,
they invaded our modest vessel with a loud sound of
talk. Professor Blackie3 was among them, a famous
figure that calls for no description; and a voluble,
shaggy man, clad in homespun, with spectacles forward
upon nose, who, it was whispered to us, was Mr. Sam
Bough, the Scottish Academician, a water-colour
painter of some repute, who was to die in 1878. There
were also several engineers of prominence. At the tail
of this chatty, jesting little crowd of invaders came a
youth of about my own age, whose appearance, for
some mysterious reason, instantly attracted me. He
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